46                            Mysore City

Great Fire of London was raging, by, some say, Manaji
Rao, a pious cloth merchant of Mysore; others, and they
have the weight of the Archaeological Department behind
them, by Dodda Deva Raja Wadiyar. At the foot of the
steps is a small temple to Chamundesvari, where animal
sacrifices replaced the human ones, discontinued by order
of Haidar Ali.

The steps are here and there green with moss and
lichen, they are slippery with votive oil, they are polished
by the passing of countless pilgrim feet. They are any
and every length, breadth and thickness, they slope at
every angle, and are nowhere of monotonous uniformity.
At the natural resting-places the widening view becomes
more and more arresting. Foothills raise their crests,
far-off! mountains define the horizon, and half-way up, with
a little gasp of delight, those who know Mr. Hilton
Brown's exquisite poem, Friendly Mountain, will see,
with a thrill, far away to the west, the pearl and amethyst
cone of Malikarjuna, by Bettadapur.

For all good hills I give my thanks as through this world I go,
For the green hills and the heather hills and the hills of rock

and snow;

But one small hill is neighbourly and kind beyond compare,
The little hill of Bettada, the hill that's always there. . . .
You see it in the tinted dawn, a gem of gold and grey,
Blue-shimmering in the noontide, and rose at set of day;
And when the silver moonrise steals athwart the Cauvery bend
The silver ghost of Bettada stands up to call you friend.

Those who reach the top of the hill by the easier way
of the long spiral motor road will pass, on the way from
the Boulevard to Lalitadri,

THE BODYGUARD MASJID

This lovely little mosque, a landmark for miles round
Mysore, built by H.H. the Maharaja for the Muhammadan